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spiritual aspiration, it is that it is a life of arduous
yet inspiring endeavour and encounter with diffi-
culties, relieved by moments of unspeakable joy and
refreshment in which the struggler looks back with
mingled thankfulness and awe upon what is past,
and forward with confidence and hope to what has
yet to'be faced; and what better image of such an
experience could there be than a journey on foot
beset by perils such as Bunyan describes? Or even
in our days, when such perils are fewer, is there any
better image by which to suggest the interchange of
toil and refreshment, are there any happier moments
than those which a pedestrian enjoys in the evening
after a day of toil not without peril, or in the morning
as he looks from the door on the country he has yet
to travel? We can readily enter into the feelings of
Christian as we see him go up the hill: 'When I
perceived he fell from running to going, and from
going to clambering upon his hands and knees,
because of the steepness of the place'; or retrace his
steps to recover his lost roll: 'How far might I have
been on my way by this time! I am made to trace
these steps thrice over which I needed not to have
trod but once: yea, now also I am like to be be-
nighted, for the day is almost spent. O that I had not
slept!' And it is easy to share his feelings when
entertained at the House Beautiful: 'Then I saw in
my dream that on the morrow he got up to go for-
wards, but they desired him to stay till the next
day also: and then said they, we will (if the day be
clear) shew you the delectable Mountains; which they
said, would yet further add to his comfort; because
they were nearer the desired Haven, ... So he con-
sented and staid. When the morning was up, they
had him to the top of the house, and bid him look